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One 


| looked drunk during that interview, but | wasn't. Yeah, | was drinking, sipping from my Jack Daniels bottle, but 


| wasn't drunk. | was just nervous. It was weird to be on TV. 


Axl, man, he was nervous, too. He tried to come across all cool with whatever, you know? Like being on stage 
in the shitty clubs and being on TV. and the radio, but he was nervous. He laughed in this nervous way, and he 
smoked a lot, and his hands shook a little. It was cool, though. He could act like it was no big deal but he 


couldn't fool me. 


"Hey, uh, Axl?" | said, once the thing was over and the lights were out of our faces. We were just chilling by 
the strip club, that big one, Seventh Veil, waiting for Cassidy, our stripper friend. 


"Yeah?" he said, lighting his cigarette. He leaned over to do it, that shiny sheet of red hair almost going up in 
flames. 


"That thing you said about not being allowed to listen to music, | mean, except Elvis and that Jimmy Swaggart 
guy, was that true?" 


"Yeah," he said, smoking, not looking at me. His eyes were slid away from me and he looked off toward the 
other side of the street. | didn't know then that he never lied. Maybe because | lied all the time, | couldn't 
seem to help it. But Axl was brutally honest. 


The light was fading, the sky was becoming that pale alabaster blue, and | took a drag off my cigarette. | 


smoked a lot, but | swore | could still feel the nicotine racing for my brain. 
"Why? | mean, why couldn't you listen to other shit?" 


He inhaled his smoke and looked at me for just a moment, and let the smoke out in one steady stream that | 


could see against the sky, and | thought it could be like a scene in a movie. Anything could be a movie, man. 


"My dad wouldn't let us," he said, and after he said it he swallowed hard, and | saw the movement of his 


adam's apple. 


"Yeah, but, so fucking what?" | was persisting but | couldn't help it. It was so different from my childhood, 
roaming LA. and doing whatever | wanted to. And my parents exposed me to music, brought me into it, and 


Axl..what? It was all kept from him? What kind of parents did he have, what kind of life? | wanted to know. 


"Yeah, well, he beat the shit out of me, so for awhile there | tended to listen to him, | had to do what he said 


or..or else," 
"Jesus," | said. 


| gazed at him through my smoke, through the faded light, it was almost sunset. | guess | felt sorry for him, 
growing up like that, not getting to, like, explore the world. Well, he was making up for it now. Good for him. 


It was late, late, almost dawn. We'd been up all night, drinking, hanging out, you know. Axl was pretty drunk, 
drunker than me. | wondered if | was an alcoholic because | could sure put it away, and that might be a trait 
of alcoholics. Maybe. | didn't know, | just sipped from that bottle all day long. Axl had slammed down shots in 
the bars, tilting his head back, and his cheeks got red and his speech started to slur. After enough alcohol had 
worn away enough defenses | could admit to myself that | thought Axl was pretty, like a girl pretty. He was, | 
mean, he had that kind of delicate look, high cheekbones and all. 


We followed each other home, and home was still that trashed house we rented with Geffen's advance money. 
Yeah, we were being interviewed on MTV because we had a number one song, but we weren't seeing any real 


money yet. The accountants said it was coming. Sometimes | believed them. 


"Cmon," | said, watching Axl trip over his feet, and | guided him toward the front door. Inside the house the air 
was thick with sleep, and Axl headed down the hall toward one of the bedrooms. | followed him. 


| set my bottle of Jack on the bedside table. This house had come furnished with just the basic things, beds 
and bedside tables, a couch and T.V., kitchen table. It was all generic, like a set of these things, mass produced 
sometime in the past decade. 


| laid on the bed and turned to watch Axl undress. He stripped off his T-shirt, his face obscured for a second, 
his hair getting static and standing up, electrified. He kicked his boots off and pulled off his socks, and that was 
enough undressing because he laid on the bed next to me, and! watched him breathe, ragged breaths that 
pulled in and out of his throat. He was drunk and probably starting to feel sober, and hung over, the steel 
headache trying to split him apart. 


| knew | wanted him. | wanted to kiss him and more, | could feel that desire climbing up from my center. | 
traced one of his eyebrows, reddish blond, like his eyelashes, but lighter than his hair, which was a deep red in 
the sun and a darker red in dim rooms, nearing a reddish brown. His eyes were closed and | didn't think he was 


even conscious. | leaned over to kiss him anyway, feeling his soft lips beneath mine. 


